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Author's Notes: 

This is a crossover with the band The Network in their fanon incarnation. IRL, Green Day and a couple of their 
friends form the new wave band (though they won\'t officially admit it). In fanon, The Network is often treated 
as if the stage personalities are the real band members, who happen to be GD\'s doppelgangers. This, then, is 
Fink, Billie Joe\'s \"twin,\" who is also frequently cast as a devil because yes, that is a tail on those tight red 


pants. :D Written for Simon. Warning for object insertion, | suppose! 


The Demon's in the Design 


He stared down at the face so like his, swollen mouth smeared with black lipstick, wide open to gasp for air. 
The vision blurred in bands of light and darkness as he drew the mask over his head, feeling the edges of the 
vinyl jacket shift where it lay open against his chest. 


It whispered in the same soft sound that the pants made as the body beneath him strained upwards. 


To an onlooker, they might appear a strange pair of Siamese twins, each half-clothed in shining red, and half 
bare. Until you looked closer and realized that the only place their bodies joined was where Fink's spread legs 


accommodated the brutal force of Billie's cock thrusting inside him. 


The frontman laughed as his double whined, maddened by pleasure-shock. He drew Fink's tail up between their 
legs and tucked it into his own ass; an impulse he didn't question or resist. The triangular end scraped 
deliciously inside him with every ragged, rhythmic jerk of his hips. But when he fisted the other's cock, 
pumping hard, that tail began to lash, wriggling in darting precision against his sweet spot. 


"Oh, fuck. Fuck!" Was that a smirk on Fink's lips? He leaned forward, shuddering at the assault even as he 
continued his own, and captured that blackened mouth, swallowing the smirk and the moans and the ability to 
speak as they spurred each other to a white-hot explosion. 


Fink was definitely smirking now; he drew Billie down for another, sweeter kiss, fingers stroking the mask idly as 
they locked gazes. In those green depths Billie Joe saw the truth about power, but he didn't bother mourning 
what he'd never had. 


He watched a smile bloom across Fink's face at his hiss of lingering rapture when the tail tugged free, the 


motion singing along sensitive nerve endings, and ruefully he returned it. 


"You know what they say," Fink murmured, familiar eyes sparkling wicked. "The devil is in the details.” 


